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days; but for the purpose of Ulysses., we are shown
driving away besetting thought by the surface play of
brain.    Thought put into words comes in between
ingenious improvisation: thought conjures up the im
of his mother, rotting :   thought again.
" Must I do this 2
-On------"
and the improvisation continues.
Then the book goes into virtuosities of humour, she
ing, for instance, first how a prize fight is described $
Dublin bar, and then how the same account is worded
next day's Dublin paper. But the centre of the worl
the Walpurgis Nacht in the street of brothels, where all
characters of the book pass and repass, fantastically tra
figured ; and at the climax, Stephen is there in his b!
clothes, conducting the whirl of movement, evoking <
figure after the other, till suddenly, unbidden, arises
phantom of his mother's corpse. There is grim dialog
and the climax comes when the corpse prays :
" Sacred heart of Jesus have mercy on him, s;
him from hell/*
" No, no, no. Break my spirit all of you, if y
can, I'll bring you all to heel/'
Running amok with his stick, Stephen Dedalus smas]
the chandelier and a general crash follows.
It may be possible to construe the whole book into soi
meanirfg ; but one thing seems clear : it is the study o
diseased soul, seeking forgetfulness in debauch, in wo]
spinning, in laughter, in subtleties of artistic theory; 1
study of a soul whose only assurance lies in the vital princi]
of revolt.
Ulysses has, beyond question, affected or infected t